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FRAEFAGCE 


EK NET HE very generous Reception 
72 this FARCE has met with trom 
N mo the Publick during its Repreſen- 
e = tation in the Haymarket laſt Sum- 
Kg? mer, and Goodman's Fields this 


Winks,” xy Manifeſtation of the bad Taſte 


and monſtrous Partiality of the Great Mogul 


of the Hundreds of Drury, who, after having 
had the Copy Nine Months in his Hands, 
continually feeding me with freſh Promiſcs of 


bringing it on the Stage, return'd it at laſt in 


a very ungenerous Manner, at the End of the 
Seaſon, when it was too late to carry it to any 
other Houſe ; but the Young Actors having, 
as uſual, formed themſelves into a Summer 
Company, Mr. CIBBER, Jun. lent to me in 
a very reſpectful Manner, requeſting the 


Farce, which accordingly was put in Re- 


hearſal; but to our great Diſappointment and 
Surprize, the Company, after one Night's 
Acting, was ſuddenly ee, and the 
Houle ſhut — 


ak =: This 


PR & FACE. 
This was a new and unexpected Turn, bar- „ 
barous as unprecedented, the late Managers 1 
always indulging the young Company with the | | 
Houſe during the Summer Seafon, not only 
with a prudent View to their Improvement, þ 
but with a charitable Regard to their better 
Support during the Ceſſation of their Salaries; F 
nor did its good Effects ceaſe here, for it kept ll 
in Pay a great Number of Dreſſers, Scene- th 
Men, and other inferior Servants, ' who other- PF. 
wiſe, with their whole Families, muſt have 


endur'd great Hardſhips. 


Time was when Maſters of Playhouſes . 
dreaded the Diſpleaſure of the Town; now | 
they put the Publick to Defiance, uſe Authors 4 

and Actors juſt as they pleaſe ; ſilence, diſcou- 1 
rage, ſuppreſs at Pleaſure, copying Sadler's þ 
Wells inſtead of Greece and Rome, ſo that we 

muſt have double Prices and 5 Shews { 
whether we will or no. it 


| 

1 I cannot conclude this Appeal without ac- 

knowledging my grateful Senſe of Mr. Gif- 
fard's Civility in accepting this FARCE, even 17 
after his Partner had refuſed it. May he have | | 

all the Succeſs an honeſt, induſtrious Man de- 
ſerves, may the Attempts of combining Pa- 
tentees to hurt him prove Abortive, and may 
Gentlemen in Power ſee through all their littfe 

Arts, and baffle their 8 Unreaſona- | 

ble Scheme. | 5 


My 


PREFACE. 


My next and laſt Complaint is againſt Py- 
rate Printers, who 


A Rob me of my Gain, 
2 And reap the labour d Harveſt of my Brain. 


— Epiſt. to the E. of Cheſterfield. 
| The Taxes we pay the Government are a Va- 
luable Conſideration for the Preſervation of our 
. Properties. 

10 The Produce of a Man's Brain is as much 


his Property as the Grain or Produce of his 
Field, or any other Part of his Real or Perſo- 
nal Eſtate, and it is equally criminal to rob 
him of one as of the other. | 


hn We have Laws in Force againſt Street-Rob- 
bers, Houſe-breakers, Sc. and yet at the ſame 
Time Pyrate-Printers daringly and openly rob 
, Authors and Proprietors of Copies of their juſt 
| Rights; and though the Labour of the Brain 
} ſupports ſo many and ſuci great Branches of 
Trade, ſuch as Papermakers, Stationers , 
Leetter-founders, Printers, Bookſellers, Book- 
i  - binders, Sc. Sc. Sc. to the Maintenance of 
85 | above 100,000 Families, and tho? Books pay 
ſo many and ſuch large Duties, to wit, on Pa- 
per, Paſteboard, Leather, Stamps, Adver-- 
tiſements and Entries, to very near, if not 
more than One Fourth of the Net Produce, 
yet Authors and their Aſſigns are the only Per- 
| I ſons 


PREFACE. 


ſons unſhelter'd by the Government from the 


| Robberies and Pyracies of Printers, who to 
the Shame and Scandal of our moſt excellent 
Conſtitution, commit ſuch Ravages .as are to- 
' erated in no other Country. 


I hope to be excus'd in ſpeaking thus warm - 


ly, having, for my own Part, ſuffer'd very 


largely in this Particular; nor do I live a 
Week, but I fee myſelf injur'd of what would 
ſupport me many Months in a very handſome 


Affluence. But of all Pyracies, that of this 


FARCE was the moſt flagrant and impudent, 
for impatient to ſtay till F had publiſh'd my 
own Copy, they villainouſly and furreptitiouſly 
anticipated me, thereby robbing me of a con- 
ſiderable Sum, and impoſing on the Publick, 
not only a falſe and ſpurious Edition, but at 
double the Price I ever intended i it. 


N. B. The Lines ek d (**) are gene- 
ally left out in the Repreſentation. 
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PROLOGUE. 


x Great, the Good, the Wiſe in every Age 
Hawe made a moral Mirrour of the Stage; 
While, to the Shame and Spite of taſteleſs Fools, © © 
Terence /*i/ reigns a Claſſic in our Schools: 
But now the DRAMA fears a ſad Decline, 
And peeviſh Hypocrites its Fall combine. 
From Stage, to Stage, behold our Author toſs d, 
And, but for you, his Genius cruſh'd and loſt. 
No Wilks, 20 Booth! his Labours to requite, 
He here takes ſhelter, ſtudious to delight. 
But to our FARCE------[t has a double Aim 
To honour Wedhck, and put Fools to Shame; 
N Folly and Prejudice, too near a Kin, 
— Supply pert Coxcombs with Eternal Grin; 
So infinitely ſtupid is whoſe Mirth, © 
« They'll ridicule one's very Place of Birth, | 
And cry, An Honeſt Yorkſhire-Man ! a Wonder! 
But let them ſhoot their Bolts, let Blockheads blunder. 
The glorious Heroes of the Yorkſhire Line, | 
To Times laſt Period hall in Annals ſhine ; | 
While fland'ring Slaves, who would thoſe Honours blot, 
Shall unregarded live, — and die forgot. 
Mean and unmanly is ſuch partial Spite, 
Aver ſe to Nature's Laws, to Reaſon's Light; 
All Fellw-Creatures, ſure, ſhould ſocial be, 
Nay, even to Brutes wwe owe Humanity, 
Our Author does in Virtue's Cauſe engage, 
In hopes to make her ſhine upon the Stage; | 
A modeſt Entertainment we intend, : 


(Ra Þ-) 
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Willing to pleaſe, yet fearful to offend; 
Indulge us therefore, if you can't commend, 


EPL 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. CANTRELL the Three Firſt 
N ichts. 
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M* RRIAGE of humane ſocial States the beſt, 


Has been too long the Coxcomb's common Feſt. 
While wworn-out Reprobates, and ſilly Boys, 
Uncwvorthy as unknowing of its Fops, 
Loudly exclaim againſt the Nuptial Life, 
E xtol the Harlot, but cry down the Wife. 
To ſuch Extreams their ſaucy Sneers are carry'd, 
One wwou'd conclude their Mothers a d unmarry'd. 


_— OTST 


Jo Vertub's Ghry ſee the Good and Great, 

Set bright E xamPples of the Marriage State. 

Behold our Sovereign Lord compleatly bleſ, 

And in his Queen, of all thaf's good poſſeſi- 

In his Illuftrious Conſort CAROLINE, 

All Vertues, all Perfections, ſplendid hn, 

Do plac' d in the Sublimity of Lift, 

Still a fond Mother, ſtill a tender Wife, | | 

Pattern of Vertue, and Connubial Love, 1 
LIE Copy 9 bleſt Above, „„ * 


Ladies, T now muſt plead the Poet's Cauſe, OL 
He's your old Champion ſpall he have Applay/e? # 


If Value for our Sex can recommend, 


He's known by all to be a Woman's Friend. ; Phy $5 | 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken after the Third Night, in the Sum- 
mer-Seaſon, at the Haymarket. | 


E fee with Pleaſure the indulgent Town, 
Wart let their veteran Bard be quite caſt down : 


Spite of Stage-Tyrants, and their partial Scat, 

He flood his Trial, and came nobly off. 

told him, if the Ladies Jid . tend him, . A 

He'd gain his Point, Succeſs would ſure attend him. #4 
This little Houſe, this Seaſon of the Year, | 

The Town ſo thin, might give the Man ſome Fear: 


But. full of Hopes, he follow'd Fortune's Call, 


Better to act it here, than not at all. 


Tic anew Practice, tho I ſee no Reaſon, 


To ſhut the Stage up all the Summer Seaſon. 
Our wery Candle-ſnuffer s Winter's Pay, 
Will ſcarce ſupport him in a Summer's Day. 
Why do our angry Grandſires went their Rage, 
And perſecute fo fierce their once lowv'd & tage. 


Loft to all Taſte of cuſtomary Joys, 


Theſe old Men quite forget they once were Boys. 


FiELDING and OaTEs may pray for London” s Mayr, 


He's granted them a Holiday this Fair. 


Then hither bring your Daughters, Friends and Spouſes z 
We'll find Diverſion, fo you'll find full 2565 


Me don't pretend the Tip-top to excell, 
But tis fome Kind of Merit to mean abel. 


—— 


Acroks 


— 
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AcTorRrs Names. 


At the TrzATRE in the HAYMARKET. 


Gaylove, a youn Barriſter, in Love 
with Arbella e 
Muckworm, Uncle and Guardian to 2 Nr. Saw, 


Arbella. 1 
Sapſcull, a country Squire, intende 
for Arbella. Fu. Th 
Slango, Servant to Gaylove, : an Arch 2 Young Maſter 
Fellow. Green. 


Blunder, Servant to Sapſcull, a Clown. Mr. Topping. 


| Arbella, Niece to Muckworm, in 
Love with Gaylove. Mrs. Cantrell. 


Combruſh, her Maid, a pert One. Mrs. Pritchard. 


| ©9D090000000:0000000000 


At the THzaTRE in GooDMAN's FIELDS, 


_ Gaylove, LY Mr. Kell. | | 
Muckworm, Mr. Norris. 5 
Sapſcull, Mr. Bardin. — 
Slango, Mr. Wodward. a | 
Blunder, | Mr. Dove. 

Arbella, | Miſs Gerrard. ] 


II „ er 2 "A * ys . — 42 — - — 
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 Combruſh, 7 Mrs. Roberts. UE 8 0 


THE 


Honeſt Vorkſhire- Man. 


— —— 


SCEN E, an Apartment in Muckworm's 
Holl ſe. 


Arbella, Combruſh. a 
AIR I. By Signor Porpora. 
þ „„ IVSEELCS: 


FNEntl Cupid ! ſeek my Lower, 
N Waft a thouſand Sighs from me ; 
| Exp All my tender Fears diſcover, | 
Bid him haſte ! 
70 O bid him haſte, and ſet me free. 
9 A Combruſh! _ 
by Comb. Ma am. 
Arb. No News from Gaylove yet ? 


Comb. Not a Tittle, Ma'am. 


Arb. It quite diſtracts me. . 

Comb. And every Body elſe, Ma'am ; for when you 
are out of Humour, one may as well be out of the 
World. Well! this Love is a ſtrange Thing; when 
once it gets Poſſeſſion of a young Lady's Heart, it turns 
her Head quite topſy-turvy, and makes her out of 
VVV | „„ Humour 


* 


222 ͤ ͤ—ꝛ —„—ð—b — — 


12 The Honeſt LVoRRKSHIRE-MAN. 


Humour with every Body I'm ſure I have Reaſon 

to ſay ſo. 71 
Arb. Prithee leave your Nonſenſe, and tell me ſome- 1 

thing of Gaylbwe. 


Comb. Ne J can tell you, Ma'am, is, That he is 
ſtark ſtaring Mad for Love of you. But this confounded 
Uncle of yours | 

Arb. What of him ? 

Comb. Has juſt receiv'd News of the Arrival of a rich 
Country Squire out of Norgſbire; which Country Squire 
is cut out for your Huſband. 

Arb. They that cut a Huſband out for me, ſhall cut | 
him out of better Stuff, I aſſure you. | 


AIR II. In vain, dear Che, &c. 


Shall Iand ſtill and tamely ſee © | 

Such Smithfield Bargains made of me? 1 
[s not my Heart my own ? 

I hate, I corn their Cluniſb & quire, | 4 

Nor Lond or Duke, do I dtfire, | M1 
But him love alone. 


Comb. Well faid, Ma'am, I love a Woman of Spirit. 8 | ; ty 
AIR III. Hark | ! away, 'tis the merry ton'd Horn. 


Why ſhould Women fo much be cont ouÞd ? 14 
Why ſhould Men with our Rights make fo bold? | | 
Let the Battle *twixt Sexes 55 tds | WM 
We fhall ſoon prove the ſtrongeſt Side. | 6 


Then ſtand to your Arms, 

And truft to yur Charms, 1 
Soon whining, and pining, 
The Men will pus ſuèe; | 
But if you grow tame, | 

They'll but make you their Game, I 1 
Aud prove perfect Thrants Tt a) 
25 once they TS 93  Exeunt. li\ 


SCENE, 


know him well, of Sapſcull- Hall 
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8 CEN E, a Street near the Houſe, 
 Gaylove and Slango. 


| Gayl. No Way to get at her? | 

Slang. The Devil a Bit, Sir; old Muckworm has cut off 
all Communication : But I have worſe News to tell you yet. 
SGayl. That's impoſhble. . | 

Slang. Your Miſtreſs is to be married to another, and 
that quickly, 

Gayl. Married! You ſurprize me; to whom? 

Slang. To ' Squire Sapſcull, a Yorkſhire Gentleman, of a 
very great Eſtate. £7 1 

Gayl. Confuſſon ! Can ſhe be ſo falſe? To Sapſcull ! I 
I was born within 
a Mile and an half of the Place; his Father is the great- 


eſt Rogue in the County, the very Man I am now ſuing 


for what my late Brother mortgag'd to him, when I was 
a Student at Cambridge. Is he not content to with-hold 
my Right from me, but he muſt ſeek to rob me of the 
only Happineſs I deſire in Life? , 


AIR IV. The Charms of Florimel. 
I. 
My charming Arabell, 


To make thee mine ſecure, $M 
What would not I endure ? 
"Tis paſt the Pow'r of Tongue to tell, 
The Love I bear my Arabell,  _ 


II. 


No Human Force ſhall quell, 
— „ my Dear, 
Can Love be tao fincere? 
I fooner take of Life farewell 
Dan of my deareſt Ts 


LN. B. The following Song is taken from Mr. Wor/- 
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Is there no Way to prevent this match? You were not 
us'd to be thus barren of Invention. | 
Slang. Nor am I now, Sir; your humble Servant has 


invented already. and ſuch a Scheme 
Slang. How ! which Way, dear Sango? 
Slang. Why thus, — ] muft onate Arbella, 
(with this fweet Face) and you her Uncle, under which 


Diſguiſes we may intercept the Country Squire, and get 


his Credentials ; equipt with which, — I leave you to 


_ gueſs the reſt. 


Gayl. Happy Invention! Succeſs attend it. 

Slang. I can't fay Amen; though I'd do any thing to 
ſerve you. Do you know: the Reſult, Sir? no leſs than 
the Forfeiture of your dear Liberty. Have you forgot 
the Song of the Dog and the Bone? 


1K 


— 


dale's Cure or a Scold, inſerted here by his Permiſ- 
ion, and very proper to be ſung in this Place, by S/ango, 
for the future. 93 5 1 


Tune, In Ben the bright God of Day. 


5 I. 
l hob er to a Wife © 

| J linkd, for his Life, 

I piaC'd in moſt wretched Condition: 
Tho plagu'd with her Tricks, 

Like a. Bliſter fhe flicks, 

And Death is his only Phyſician, 

Aud Death is his only Phyſician. 


II. 


Jo trifle and toy, 
MꝰNMay give a Man Toy, 
When ſummon d by Love, or by Beauty; 

| But, where is the Bliſs in 
Our Conjugal Kiſſing, 
When Paſſion is prompted 5 Duty, 
When Paſſion is prompted by Duty. 
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III. 


The Cur ah pofſeſs'd 
Of Mutton the beſt, 
A Bone he could leame at his Pleoſure : 
But, if to his Tail 
rh "Tis Hd, without Fail 
He's harraſsd and plagud beyond Meaſure, 
He's harraſs'd and plagu d beond 8 


* . —— 


bmp 


Gail. I am now of a contrary Opinion: Vice looks fo 


| hateful, and Virtue ſo amiable in my Eye, eſpecially as 


tis the ready Road to true Happineſs, I am reſoly'd to 
purſue it's Paths. A — Life, and a ous Wite for 
me. 


AI R V. Anſwer to the above Song. 


To the ſame Tune. 


Wat Man wwho * Life, 
| L bleſt d in a Wife, 
Is ſure in a happy Condition: 
| / Go Thin 2 — they will, _ 
She ſti + of by him ſtill, 
She's Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician. 
She's, / "ES | 1 | 5 


Pray where is the Jo, 
To Trifle and Toy, 
Yet dread ſome Diſaſter from Beauty? 
But faveet is the Bliſs, 
: Of a Conjugal Kiſs, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty. 
| N here L Tc. 


VVV 


 Grozveneer Square is? | 
'  Blund. Why ye mun aſk Offfer for that, he'll ſet you 
right for ſure : For your London Oftlers are wifer by half 


Saff. 
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III. 


One extravagant Whore, 

Shall coft a Man more, | 
Than twenty good Wives who are ſaving 3 

For Wiwes they will ſpare, 

That their Children may ſhare, 
But Whores are eternally craving. 
But, Se. 1 | 
| [Exeunt. 


SCENE, another Street. 
Sapſcull and Blunder, flaring about. 
Sap/. Wuns-lent! what a mortal big Place this ſame 


London is! ye mun ne'er ſee End on't, for {ure ; 
Houſen upon Houſen, Folk upon Folk——one would 
admire where they did grow all of em. 

Plund. Ay, Maſter, and this is nought to what you'll ſee 
an by, and ye go to Tower ye mun fee great hugeous 
Ships as tall as Houſen : Then ye mun go to Playhouſen, 
and there be no leſs nor ſix of em, a hopeful Company, 
o my Conſcience ! There you'll ſee your comical Trage- 
cies, and your Uproars, and Roaratoribuſſes, and hear 
Fardinelh, that ſings Soffa better nor our Minſter Choir- 
Men: And more nor that, ye mun ha' your Choice of the 
prattieſt Laſſes, ye &er ſet Een on. 5 
Sapſ. By th' Meſs, and I'll be ſome body among em 


——ſo I will - but how mun we find out this ſame 


Sir Penurious Muckworm ? | By 
Plund. Ve mun look to Letter for that. 
Saß. Letter ſays, G-r-0-z-Groz-y-e-ve-n-e-r-neer Groz- 
veneer Square : but how mun we know where this ſame 


than qur Country Juſtaſſes. 


The Honeſt YoORKSHIRE-MAN, 17. 
| Sap. Ay, Blunder, ev'ry thing's fine in London. 


AIR VI. London is a fine Town. 
1. 


© 0 London 7s a dainty Place, 
A great and gallant City, 
«© For all the Streets are pad with Gold, 
DES. ve all the Folks are Ws 


II. 
« And there's your Lords and Ladies fine, 
6 That ride in Coach and Six, 
% That nothing drink but Claret ew: 
&« And talk of Politicks. 


III. 


0 6 And there's your Beaux, with powder d Claths 
'} © Be-daub'd from Head to Chin; | 
= &« Their Pocket- Holes adorn'd with Gold, 

| © But not one Souſe within. 


IV. 


© And there's the Engliſh Actor goes 

N Mitb many a hungry Belh, | 

AY « While Heaps of Gold are fire d, God Wot, | 
"Wi 0 Signior F n | 


| v. 


2 


- on | es. | cc And beets s your „ Dame, of dainty Frames, 
| | nn * With Skins as white as Milk, 
\ | 1% Dreſt ev/ry Day, in Garments 89, 


47:1 Savin, and 4 Sth. I 
| | Fel * 3 VI.“ Ard” 


2 —̃ —— — eas 11 
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VI. 
« 4,7 if your Mind be fo inclin'd, 


fo have them in your Arms, 
* Pull out a hand/ome=——— Purſe of Gold, 
** They can't refit its Charms. 


To them Gaylove as Muckworm. 


Gayl. Welcome to London, dear Squire Sapſcull. I 
hope your good Father's well, and all at Sap/cull-Hall. 
Sapſ. Did ye &er hear the like, Blunder ? This old 
Gentleman knows me as well as I knows myſelf. | 
| [7o Blunder aide. 
Foggy Ay, Mafter, your Londoneers knows every 


7 ; | ing, as reſol d 
to meet you. | and was reſolv 
? 


.Gayl. My Name, Sir, is Muckworm. 
Sapſ. What, Sir Penurious Muckworm? 
Cayl. So they call me. 


Saßpſ. Sir, if your Name be Sir Penurious Muckworm, 
my Name is Samuel Sapſcull, Jun. Eſq; Son of Sir Samuel 


Sapſcull of Sapſcull- Hall 1th' Eaft-Riding o' Yorkſhire. 
_ Gay. Sir, Jam no Stranger to your Family and Merit; 
for which Reaſon I ſent for you to Town, to marry my 


Niece with 6000 J. Fortune, and a pretty Girl in the Bar- 


gain. OTE 
Blund. Look ye there, Maſter!  [ 4/ide to Sapſcull. 
Sapſ. Hold your Peace, you Blockhead. © 
| 1 [ Ade to Blunder.. 


_ Gayl. But how may I be ſure that you are the very 


Squire Sapſcull I ſent for. Have you no Letters, no Cre- 
dentials? ELITE DES WES WL 
Sap/. Open the Portmantell, Blunder —Yes, Sir, 


I ha” brought all my Tackle with me. Here, Sir, is a 
Letter from Father ;'=—[Gives 4 Letter. And here, 
1 „ 
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Sir, are Deeds and Writings, to ſhew what you mun ha' to 
truſt to: And here, Sir, is Marriage- Settlement, lign'd by 
Father, in fit Caſe young Gentlewoman and I likes one 
another. | 

Gayl. Sir, ſhe can't chuſe but admire ſo charming a Per- 
ſon. There is but one Obſtacle that I know of. 

Sapſ. What may that be, an I may be ſo bol? 

Gayl. Your Habit, Sir; your Habit. . 

Sap/. Why, Sir, twas counted wondrous fine in our 
Country laſt Parlementeering Time. 

Gayl. O, Sir, but it's od-faſhion'd now, and my Niece 
loves every Thing to the tip 'Top of the Mode. But if 
you'll go along with me, I'll equip you in an Inſtant. 


AIR VII. Set by the AurHOR 
| 


Come hither, my Country *Squire, x 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me; 
; The Lords ſhall admire, 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall languiſb for thee. 


CHORUS. 


Such Flaunting, 
Gallanting, 
| And Jaunting,  _- 
Such Frolicking ; ſhall ſee, 
Thou ne'er like a Clown, 
Shalt quit London's ſweet Town, 
To live in thine own Country. 


The” 


A Shimming-Diſh Hat provide, 
With little more Brim than Lace; 
Nine Hairs on a Side, 
. Ta a Pig's Tail a, 
Will 
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A Will ſet off thy jolly broad Face. 
| Such Flaunting, Sc. 


"Y III. 

þ; Go get thee a Footman's Frock, 
* A Cudgel quite up to thy Noſe, 

| Then frizz like a Shock, 

[ ny proces thy Block, 


Aud luce thy Shoes at thy Toes. 
Such bravnting Oc. 


IV. | 
1 
A Brace of Ladies fair, N l 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtrive, | 4 


In a Chaiſe and Pair, | 2 
Dey ſpall take the Air, 1 
And thou in the Box ſhalt drive. F 
Such Flaunting, Oc. 5 | 


Convert thy Acres to Caſh, 
And Jaw thy Timber Trees down, 
Nod keep ſuch Traſh, 
"ot not cut a Flaſh, 
Or enjoy the Delights of the Town. 
Such Flaunting, c. | 
N [EExeunt. 
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SCENE, an Apartment. 


Arbella and Combruſh. 
AIR VIII. Set by the AuT#on, 
i 


Arb. In vain you mention Pleaſure 
To one con find like me, 
Ah what is Wealth or Treaſure, 
Compar d to Liberty. 


I. 


O thou for whom I languiſh, 
And aliſt the ſame for me, 
Relieve a Virgin's Anguiſh, 
And ſet a Captive free. 


To them Muckworm. 
Muck. Come, there's a good Girl; don't be in the 


Pouts, now. | ID | 
Comb. I think it's enough to put any young Lady in the 
Pouts, to deny her the Man ſhe likes, and force her to marry 
a great Loobily Nork/ire Tike. In ſhort, Sir, my Mi- 
ſtreſs don't like him, and won't have him Nay, I don't 
like him, and tell you flat and plain ſhe ſhan't have him. 


Much. Shan't have him, Mrs. Snapdragon! 
Comb. No, ſhan't have him, Sir If I were ſhe, I'd 


ſee who ſhould force me to marry againſt my Will. 
Muck. Was ever ſuch an impudent Huſſy; but PÞll ſend 
you packing. Get out of my Houſe, you ſaucy Baggage. 
Arb. Sir, tho? you have the Care of my Eſtate, you have 


no Command over my Servants: I am your Ward, not 


your Slave; if you uſe me thus, you'll conſtrain me to 
chuſe another Guardian. 435 | 4 


Muck, 


C.; 
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Muck. [ Afide.) A Gipſey! who _ her this Cun- 
ning ? I muſt haſten this Match, or loſe 1000/7. by the 
Bargain. [To Arb.] What a Buſtle is here with a peeviſh 

Love: ſick Girl? Pray, Child, have you learnt Crpid's Ca- . 
techiſm? Do you know what Love is? 

Arb. Yes, Sir. — 1 


AIR. IX. Set by the AUTHOR. | 
I. | 


Lewe's a gentle generous Paſſion, | 
Source of all ſublime Delight, | 
When with mutual Inclination, | 


Two fond Hearts in one unite. 
Tabo fond& c. 


1. 


N pat are Titles, Ponp or Riches, N | 
If compar d with true Content ? | l} 
That falſe Foy which now beavitches, —_ 
When obtain d aue may repent. WW 
. hen obtain d, &c. 


III. 


Lawleſs Paſſion bring Vexation, CIS: vo 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love, | | 
I a ghorious Emulation, F- 
Of the bliſiful State above. 
0 the, &c. | 


E * a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, one Squire Sapfeull out of 2 deſires 
to ſpeak with you. 
Mack. I'm 5 he's come deſire him to walk i ing 
| Servant goes out, and returns with Gaylove % in 
Sapſcull's Chaths. | 
Gayl. 


— — > a 


— 


* 
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Gaul. ö Your Na: 2 ir Heu is, Murhiinym, 
Act. ö * m lere yours. 

Gayl. 821 At hDuU,,j)L＋edſhir', Ser- 
vice | 

Muck. A very . Ware, „ A Aly 
one, IL aſſure e | | .rbella. 
Gayl Pray, Sir. an may be of theſe 
muy pratty Laites is your : | ny: Wie, that mun © 
be 

Arb. What a Kats is t 5149 eee Td have ſuch a 
Wretch for a Husband, 1'%d < - 1 - ++ ifand Deaths, 

Mu K. Which do you hke b 

Gal. Marry, an I were tc «| d tak 'em both. 


Muck. Very courtly, indeed. ſee the *Squire's a 


"S- 
Comb. Both! Þ'll aſſure you, Sa -ebox 3 the worſt is too 


| good for you. 


AIR X. Gilh-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary. 
| 


Why how now, Sir Clown, oft ſet up for a Wit? 
Gilly-Flow'r, 85 atle Koſemary: 

I here you /hould g . ge as certainly bit, 
As the Dew it flies over the Mulberry Tree. 


II. 


IF fuck, a po . ” 2 4. vou Her wa take, 
Gilly-Flow'r, gentle Roſer 

Your 45 Head, and Hor. ball as certainh ake, 
As the Dew it flies Over ie Mulber ry Tree. 


Muck. Infafferable Aſſurence, ont a e 
my Houſe! Never mind her none of my Niece, 


only a pert Slut of a Chamber! 1210 5, | 

Gayl. A Chamber jade! boy / brave you 
keep your Maidens here in {0:44 / \ uns-lent, fhC's as 
fine as our Lady Mayoreis. 


Muck. 


40 


and I'll warrant y 


t00. 


Gayl. 
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Muck. Ay, her Miſtreſs ſpoils her; but follow me, Sir, 
ou we'll manage her, and her Miſtreſs 


AIR XI. Set by the AuTnor. 
ie | 


Jam in Truth, 
A Country Youth, 
Unus'd to London Faſhions ; 
Yet Virtue guides, 
And ſtill prefides, 
O'er all my Steps and Paſſions : 
No courtiy Leer, 
But all fencere, . 
No Bribe ſhall ever blind me; 
1f you can like, | 
A Yorkſhire 7e, 


An honeft Lad you'll find me. 


II. 


N E na Tongue, 
With Slander hung, 


Dots oft bely our County; 


No Men on Earth, 
Boaſt greater Worth, 
Or more extend their Bounty : 
Our Northern Breeze, 
With us agrees, 7 
And does for Buſineſs fit us; 
In Publick Cares, © 
In Love's Affairs, 
With Honour wwe acquit us. 


III. 


9 
1 
% 
P 
7 
| 
ti 
ö 


5 _ 0 in our 1 this Bout. 
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III. 


A noble Mind, 
ne er confin'd 

To any Shire, or Nation, 
He gains moſt Praiſe, 
Who beſt diſplays, 

A gen'rous Education, 
While Ranconr rouls, 
In narrow Souls, 

By narrow Views diſcerning, 
The truly auiſe, 
Will only prize, 

Good Manners, Senſe, and Learning. 


[All this Time Gayleve does his utmoſt to diſcover him- 
ſelf to Arbella, but ſhe turns from — and won't un- 
derſtand him. 


Gayl. Well, an ye wunna ſee, I cannot help it. Good- 
by-t'ye, forſooth ; in the mean time, here's a Paper with 


ſomething 1 in it that will clear your Ladyſhip's Eyeſight. 


[Throws down a Letter, _ Exit, ſmiling.] 


A.. What can the Fool mean ? 
Comb. (Taking up the Letter Madam, as 11 live, here's 


a2 Letter from Mr. Gaylove. 


. This is n 
[Snatehes the Letter and 4 


HO this Diſcuiſe is put on to blind old Muckworm, 

T hope it wi In, not conceal from my dear Arbella, the 
7 of ber ever conſtant 

8 A * 1, OV E. 


Blind F dl that I was! 1 could tear my Eyes out. 
Comb. Lord Ma'am, who the Duce could have thought 
it had been Mr. Gay/ove. Well, our Maidenheads cer- 


* 
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Arb. Hold your Prattle ; I have great hopes of this 
Enterprize, however, it carries a good Face with it; but 
whether it ſucceeds or no, I mult love the dear Man that 


ventures ſo hard for my Sake. 
AIR XII. Set by the AuTxos. 
| : 


That Man who, beſt can Danger dare 

Ie moſt deſerving of the Fair; | 

The Bold and Brave we Women prize, 
The avhining Slave aue all _ pl 
The whining, &c. 


I. 


Let Coxcombs flatter, cringe and lie, 
Pretend to languiſh, pine, and die; © 
Such Men of Words my Scorn ſhall be, 

The Man of Deeds is wo Man oo me. 
The Man, &c. 


Comb. My Miſtreſs 1 intirely in \the right on 


AIR XIII. L had a pretty Laſs, a Tenant of my OWN, 


The Man that ventures faireſt, 
And furtheſt for my Sake, 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. © 
oe - ſooneſt of my Purſe, 
Aud my Perſon ſhall partake. 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. 
No drowſy Drone ſhall ever 
A Conqueſt make of me, 
But to a Lad that's clever, 
How civil could Tbes 
Hit a A lat, a, &c. 


[Exit. 


t. 


Enter 


—ñůů ͤ nnn 
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Enter Sapſcull dre/t a-la-mode de Petit Maitre, Blun- 


der ix a rich Livery, auith his Hair tuch d up * por 
der d behind. 


Blund. Meſs, Maſter, how fine * be; marry, believe 


me, an ye were at Sapſcull-Hall, l dare ſay, Sir Samuel 
himſelf wou'd hardly know ye. 


Sap/. Know me, marry', I don't know myſelf 
[Surveying himſelf. I'm ſo fine : And thou art 
quite another ſort of a Creature too. [Turns Blun- 
der about. — Well talks what ye liſt o' Torkhire, I ſay 
there's nought like London; for my Part, 1 don't care an 
I ne'er ſee the Face of Sapſeull-Hall agen. 

Blund. What need ye, an ye getten 6000l. wi ith 
young Gentlewoman 3; beſides, Father has ty d Eſtate faſt 
enough to ye; An I were as ye, I'd &en bide here, 
and live as lofty as the beſt oo om. 

« Sap/. Ay, Blunder, ſo I will, and fee Bartledom 


„Fair too. 


„ Blund. That ye mun not, for 1 did hear © 'em 
„ talk, at the Green Man at Barnet, as how the May'r 
„ had cry d it down. 


<« Sapp. How ! cry'd down Bartledom Fair ! What a 


« murrain is London good for then? I wou'dn't bide | 


I thought to have had 


here and they'd git me 
5+ ſuch Fun now 


« AIR XIV. Bartholomew-Fair, 
I. 


O Bartledom Fair, 

& Since thy Lord Mayor, 

& Has cry'd thee down; 
© There's nought worth Regarding, 

d not give a Farding, 
1 For London Town. _T. 

 *. Such Pork, ſuch Pig, 
„Sul Game, 2 Rig, 


0 Such 


_ — ˙— n — ww 


Words are belt among F and 
no: 
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« Such Rattling there; 
Hut all's done, 
« There's no Fun, 


A. Bartledom Fair. 
a. 


« Farewell all Joys, 
*© Of Prentice Boys, 
And pretty Maids ; 
e Country and Court, 
„% Hawe laſt all their Sport, 
„ And the Shew-PFolks their 7. rades, 
LNay, even the Cit, 
In a generous Fit, 
% Mould take Spouſey theres ' _ 
Hut all's done, 
% There's no Fun, 


« 4 Bartledom Fair. 
To them, a Servant, well dreſod. 


Serv. Gentlemen, I come from Sir Penurious Muck- 
worm, I am his Servant, and wait on purpoſe to condudt 
you to Mrs. Arbella's Apartment. | 
Sap/. Servant! Waunds, why you're finer nor your 


Maſter. 


Serv. O, Sir, that's nothing i in London. 
8 C ENE, an chunt. 


Slango repreſenting Arbella, Servant introduces Sapſcull 5 
and Blunder. . 


Sapſ. Well, F orſooth, you know my Buſineſs ; * 


Is it a Match, or 
lay, Ay; and Pl ſecond you. 
Slang. A very compendious Way of Wooing, truly. 


er ] I hope you'll ſpare a Maiden's Bluſhes, Sir; but 
Lard Gad you are too o quick upon me, 


Sap. 
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| Sap/. I means to be quicker yet, ay marry, and make 
thee quick too, afore I ha' done with thee. 

Sang. I proteſt, Sir, you put me to ſuch a Nonplus, I 
don't know what to ſay. te” 
Sagſ. Neer heed ; Parſon ſhall teach thee what to ſay. 
For my Part, I ha' con'd my Leſſon afore-hand. 

Slang. But will you love me ? 

Sap/. Love thee? Lord, Lord, I loves thee better than 
I does my Bay Filly; did you ne'er ſee her, Forſooth? 
Od, ſhe's a dainty Tit, and ſure I am, J loves her 
better nor I do nown Father. Blunder, run and fet 
— ; 

Slang. Mr. Blunder may fave himſelf that Trouble, 
Sir, I have provided one already. 
 Sap/. Why then, let's make haſte, dear ſweet Honey, 
for I do long till its over. 


[ Exeunt.. 
Enter Gaylove and Arbella. 
AIR XV. Set by the Au rnon. 
* 
SGayl. Thou only Darling I admire, 
u Heart's Delight, my Soul's Deſire 3 

Paſſeſſing thee Pe greater Store, 
Than King to be of India's Shore. 
For every Woman <vere there three, 
And in the World no Man but me ; 

d fingle you from all the reſt, 

Jo faveeten Life, and make me bleſt. 


. b. Well ! I never was ſo deceivd in my Life ! How 
could you clown it ſo naturally? 99 


3 BY _ Gl. 
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Gayl. What is it I would not do,. for your dear Sake ? 
But, I intreat you, let's lay hold of this Opportunity, and 
put it out of Fortun e's Power ever to divide us. 

Arb. What would you have me do ? 


Gayl. Leave all to me. I have leſt Combruſh to amuſe 


your Uncle, while a Fellow-Collegiate of mine, who is in 
Orders, waits in the next Room to finiſh the reſt. 


Arb. Do what you will with me : For, in ſhort, E 
don't know what to do with my ſelf. 


A I R XVI. The Nymph that undoes me. 
Ah 


Arb. Let Prudes and Coquets their Intentions conceal ; 
With Pride, and with Pleaſure, the Truth I reveal; 
You're all I can wiſh, and all I defire; 

So fix'd is my Flame, it ne er can expire. 


So ol d is my Plane, Sc. 


II. 
Gayl. Let Rakes, and let Libertines, revel and range 3 
Poſſeſs 'd of ſuch Treaſure, what Mortal would change? 


You're the Source of my Hopes, the Spring of my Foy, 
A Fountain of Bliſs that never can chy. 


4 Fountain of Bliſs, Sas 
AIR xvn. By Mr. Hanpzs. : 


[ ay love a Arbella together. 
How tranſporting i is the Phaſure, 


When two Hearts like ours unite ? 
When our Fondneſs knows no Meaſure, 
2 no Bounds our dear * 


Eæeunt. 


- 


Enter 
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Euter M uckworm and Combruſh. 


Muck. Well; I forgive you: This laſt Action has made 
Amends for all. I find a Chamber-maid is Prime Mi- 
niſter in Matrimonial Affairs And you fay, they are 


quite lovin 


Comb. Jad fond, Sir, as two Turtles! But I beg 
you wou'd not diſturb em. 

Muck. By no Means; let em have their Love out, 
pretty Fools! I ſhall be glad, however, to ſee ſome of 
their little Fondneſſes: Bnt tell me ſeriouſly, how do you 


like the Squire? 


Comb. Oh ! of all Things, Sir; and ſo does my Mil. 
treſs, I aſſure you. 

Muck. How that Scoundrel, Gaylove, will be diſap | 
pointed ! 

Comb. He'll be ready to hang himſelf, (about her 


Neck.) [Alide. 


Muck. They'll make Ballads upon him. 
Comb. I have made one already, and will ſing it if 


you pleaſe. 
Muck With all my Heart. 


AIR XVII. A Beggar got a Beadle. 
I. 


There was a certain Lſurer, 
| He had a pretty Niece ; - 
Was courted by a Barriſter, 

 Who-was her doating Piece. 

Her Uncle to prevent the ſame, 

Did all that in him lay, 

For which he's very much to blame, 

A. all good people ſay. 


32 The Honeſt YoRksnire-Man, 


II. 


A Country "Squire was to wed 
This fair. and dainty Dame; 
But ſuch Contraries in a Bed, 
loud be a monſtrous Shame: 
To ſee a Lady bright and gay, 
Of Fortune, and of Charms, 
So ſhamefully be thrown away, 
Into a Looby's Arms. 


. 


The Lovers, thus diſtracted, 
It jet em on a Plot; 
Which lately has been acted, 

And — all I tell you what, 
De Gentleman diſguis d himſelf 
Like to the Country "Squire, 
Deceiv'd the old miſchievous Eff, 
And got his Heart's Deſire. 


Muck. I don't like this Song. 

Comb. Then you don't like Truth, Sir. 
Muck. What! d'ye mean to affront me? 
Comb Wou'd you have me tell a Lye, Sir? 
Muck. Get out of my Houſe, you Baggage. 


Comb. I only ſtay to take my Miltre With me; and ſee, | 


here ſhe comes. 
To them Gaylove and Arbella. 
| Muck. So, Sir; you have deceiv'd me but Tl pro- 


vide you a Wedding - Suit; a fine long Chancery Suit, be- 
fore ever you touch a Penny of her Fortune. 


Sl. Sir, if you dare embezzle a Farthing, I'll pro- 
vide you with a more gas. pane e A a curious Stone- 
t 


| Doublet : You have met with your Match, Sir; I have 
ſtudied the Law, ay, and practisd it too. as 4 
5 275 S | uck. 


K —— 


| W_—— 
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Muck, 'The Devil take you, and the Law together. 
To them Sapſcull and Slango. 


——— Hey Day ! Who in the Name of Wonder have 
we got here ? 

k Gayl/. Only Squire Sapſeull, his Bride, and boobily 
lan. 

Slang. Come, m my Dear ! hold up your Head like a 
Man, and let him ſee what an elegant Huſband I have 
got. 

Blund. Ay; and let em fee what a dainty Wife my 


Maſter has gotten. 


Sapſ. Here's a Pow'r of fine Folk, Feet honey Wife! 
pray, who may they be ? 
Slang. This, Sir, is Sir Penurious Muckworm—— | 
Sap/. No Honey I fear you are miſtaken. Sir Penu- 
rious is another guiſe ſort of a Man; an I miſtake not, 
he's more liker yon ſame Gentleman. 
Blund. Ay, ſo he is, Maſter. 
Slang. That fame Gentleman was Sir Sin Muck- 
aborm, ſome time ago, but now he's * d to George 


Gaylove, Eſq; 


Gayl. At your Service, Sir. 
Sap/. And who's yon fine Lady? 
Gayl. My Wife, Sir, and that worthy Knight 8 Niece. 
Sapſ. You Wife | and that Knight's Niece! why 
1 a murrain have I gotten then? 
Gayl. My Man, Slango ; and I wiſh you much Joy. 
Saf Your Man, Slango / what have I married a Man, 


then? 


Slang. If you don't like me, my Dear, w ell be di. 
vorc'd this Minute. 
Sap/. My Dear, a Murrain take ſuch Dears! Where 8 
my Writings? I'Il ha' you all _ d for Cheats. 
Gayl. You had better hang yourſelf for a Fool. Go home, 
Child, go home, and learn more Wit. There's your Deed 


of Settlement ; ; but as for the Writings, they happen to be 


mine, and kept fraudulently from me by your Father, 


to whom they were mortgag'd by my late Brother. The 


Eſtate 
| 


[ 
[+ 
| 


A a 2 


—— — 
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Eſtate has been clear theſe three Years. Send your Father 


to me and I'Il talk to him. This is but Tit for Tat, 


young Gentleman. Your Father wanted to get my Eſtate 


from me; and I have got the Wife he intended for you. 
All's fair, Sir. 


Muck. I fay all's foul, and a damn'd Cheat; and fo I'll 


make it appear. [Exit, in a Rage. 
Cl. Do your worſt, or, you can't unmarry us. 


AIR XIX. Set by the Aur hon. 


Arb. Now Fortune is paſt its ſevereſt, 
My Paſſion, of Meal, i incereſt, 
Kind Henwen has repaid in 15 Deareſt ; 
What G ift can it greater beſtow ? 


Gayl. True Love ſhall thro Deſtiny guide us, 
Still conftant whatever betide us, 
There's nothing but Death ſhall divide us, 
So faithful a Fondneſs well ſhow, 


B O T H. 
Zy Cupid and Hymen united, 
25 Dangers no longer effrighted, 
72 {1 live in each other delighted, 
The greateſt of Bait: below. 


| Saf, What mun I do? I mun ne'er ſee Father's Face 


again. 


Gayl. Never fear, Squire, I'll ſet all to rights; tho” 
your Father's my Enemy, I'm not yours: My Houſe 
ſhall be your Home, till I have reconcil'd you to your Fa- 
ther ; and for the Honour of 7; orkfpire, III fee you ſhan' "BY 
be abus'd here. | 
Sap/. Say ye ſo, Sir? then I do wiſh you; much Joy 


with all my Heart. 


Blund. Ay, and fo does Blunder too. 
Sah. Well, ſin I ſee you be ſo happy in a Wife, rl. 
not be long without one I aſſure you. "Ap 

_ Gayl. 
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Gayl. You can't be happier than I wiſh you, 


AIR XX. set by the Auro. 


CHORUS 


J. 


Come learn by this ye Batchelors, 

Come learn by this ye Batchelors, 
Who lead unſettled Lives, 

When once ye come to ſerious Thought, 


. When once ye come to ſerious Thought, 


There's nothing like good Miwes. 
There's nothing Hike good Wites. 


II. 


Come learn by this Je  Maidens fair, ary 


Come learn, &c. 
Say I adviſe you well, 

You're better in a H uſtand s Arms, 

Youre better, &C. | | 
Than leading. Hes i in Hell, 
Than leading, — 5 


| 5 I.. 


A Batchelor's a Cormorant, 


| A Batchebr, &. 


A Batchelor's a Drone, 
He eats and drinks at all Men's cn. 
He eats, &C. 

But ſeldom at Br aw, 

But ſeldom, &c. 


IV. Comb. 
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Comb. Oli Maids and fuſiy Batchehrs, 
Old Maids, &c. 
At Marriage rail and lowr, | 
So when the Fox cou du t reach the Grapes, 
So when, &c. Ons — 
He cy a, they all were ſowr, | 
He cy d, &c. 
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Old Maids, &c. 
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